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Italian swear-words are so lovely. They possess a force
and character which the English ones lack.

I inherited a horror of excessive drinking, and I do
not deserve the ills which my flesh has been heir to;
but no good purpose is served by indulging in idle
regrets over moderation and lost opportunities.

Music halls and their like I have always abhorred,
nor have I ever cared for the theatre. In Paris I
used to go to the Fran^ais and as a tonic to the
Palais Royal, but in England I very rarely go to
the play.

I have loved but one actress, and she was a French
girl. Unclothed in a girdle of marine grasses, she
represented the birth of Venus. She was exceptionally
beautiful, very intelligent, and fairly well conducted,
and in my youth I loved her very dearly. But my
devotion was innocent enough, and the marine grasses
were symbolical of the purity of my affection.

All through the 'eighties and 'nineties I "went out,"
as we used to say in those days, as much as anyone,
and led the regular and irregular London life of a young
man at a time when people thought less about money
than now. I was a frequent visitor at York House,
where the Grant Duffs dispensed much hospitality, and
at Holland House; Lady Holland was an old friend
of my mother's, and she loved to talk Italian, which
she spoke perfectly, and this led to my often being her
guest.

Thanks to the kindness of friends who had horses
to spare, I rode regularly in the Row, and my leave
was entirely given up to shooting or hunting, but I